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The «V» shaped filing pocket - - means faster filing and 


finding. An exclusive Globe-Wernicke Tri-Guard File tea- 
ture. Write tor booklet «Outstanding Filing Developments». 
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/ \S the door of your office 


swings open - - what is the first impression created? Good - - 


bad - - indifferent? 
Beauty is more than skin deep in office equipment! 


Back in the early «Eighties», Globe-Wernicke began putting offices 
in order. Today Globe-Wernicke has the advantage of almost 50 
years experience in solving business problems. This experience 
made possible the outstanding Globe-Wernicke filing develop- 


ments - - Tri-Guard File, Angular Tab Guides, Safeguard Filing 
Plan. 


Equipment of this type, planned into your office by factory trained 
Globe-Wernicke Authorized Dealers, brings savings thet will 
surprise you. 


To survey your old office - - or plan your new one, see your 
Globe-Wernicke Authorized Dealer first, or write, 


Globe=Wernicke 
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2 JUDGING THE NEWS 







As we understand it, Great Britain 
is now generously willing to scrap twe— 
or three of her largest battleships — ser 


On a highway they're road hogs, A blind man invariably has a dog. 
t in Congress they are progressive If he had tried the stuff on the dog 
tors. first maybe he wouldn’t have needed 


which haven’t yet been built. one. 
And we understand there is no truth 
Speaking of news, we haven't yet in the \report that Senator Borah will 
heard of a man biting a dog, but in issue an official apology to all those And the trouble with prohibition is 
Florida a rum runner shot a Coast people} whom he induced to vote for this: If it ever becomes a complete 


Guard officer. Mr. Hoover in 1928. success nobody could celebrate it. 




















Mrs. Diocenes—Yes, we'll have to abandon all hope of the tub—your father simply lives in it! 
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Cop—Hey, you! Cut out that racket or I’ll run you in for disturbing 


‘7 


the pe ace, 


Click! 
| shows d a book that ] ‘ njoved 
To Ebenezer Shick. 
Who stated, visibly annoyed, 
“It doesn’t seem to click. 


We saw a play with pace and pith 


Whose quips and quirks were quick. 


But Ebenezer damned it with 
“It doesn’t seem to click.” 


When Ebenezer would condemn 
Or hurl a verbal brick 
At someone’s opus, jest or gem, 


He Says, “Tt doesn’t click!” 


Upon my trusty rifle I 
Have notched another nick, 
A souvenir to signify 
The “click” that silenced Shick! 


—Arruvr Lippmann 
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Helping Hands 


After you have sent in your income 


tax returns 


“You don't mean to say you ck . 
elared an exemption of that amount 
for charity? Why, they'll have a 
whole flock of inspectors to check that 
item over.” 


“Why, sure, I always save my the 
atre stubs. I’ve done it ever since 
they nabbed George Plant and _ fined 
him #2,000 for trying to get by with 
murder without any — proof, You 
should have kept yours, too.” 


“Of course, it’s just luck if they 
happen to hook you tough = luck. 
The vir after the big shy sters mostly, 
but I understand they just dip in 
blindly every vear and fish up a few 
hundred of small-timers like our- 


selve 


“You ought to have sold that sour 
stock vou've been nursing since the 
crash and taken a loss for tax pur 
poses. You never heard of it? Why, 
sure, all the smart lads did that.” 


“Gee, I wouldn’t have dared to call 
my aunt a depr ndent. You may act 
by with it, but they're apt to be watch- 


ing vou for the rest of the year.” 


“Naw, this one per cent, reduction, 
effective this year, isn't necessarily 
permanent. You ought to have ar 
ranged your affairs so’s to take ad 
vantage of it. Hell, next vear they’ re 
just as apt to raise the ante. Why, 


su-re.” 


—STraNLey JONES 
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care ful, dear; it might come off! 
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Nor Parties 


And people who live in pent-houses 
shouldn't throw flower-pots. 


One thing sure—Mayor Walker 
never was quite late enough to miss a 
train taking him out of town for a 
vacation. 


What we want to know is: As long 
as the American delegation went to 
London to talk things over, why didn’t 
they, too, send for their barbers? 


Our argument is simply this: If 
these silent screen stars have really 
found their voices, why don’t they 





find something to say? 


“Ts that the husband or the friend? I’m sort of losing track.” ’ |} 


Yes, Spring’s Here, All Right! 

“Ease your eyes over that list, 
chief, and see if we shouldn’t lead ’em 
all with a line-up like that.” 

“Yeah, good work, Mike. We’re 
certainly starting the season off 
right.” 

“All signed up, too, chief. If I do 
say it myself, that list represents a 
pretty cagey bit of work.” 


f “Good stuff, Mike. You ought to 








get a bonus. ... Hey! What the...!” 

“What's the matter, chief?” 

“Matter! Say, #° °° &( >< #="! 
Didn’t it ever dawn on you that we 
might have some slight need for a 
darned good pitcher?” 

“Huh? Oh, yeah, chief. Well, I'll 
tell you.. Nas 

“Listen: The last thing I told you 
was that we got to have Lefty Me- 
2 Yittz, wasn’t it? And I said for you 
to sign him if you didn’t get anybody 
else, didn’t I?” 

“I know you did, chief. And I 
pleaded and wheedled. But he’s a 
hold-out. Wants twenty thousand and 





a cut at the end of the season.” . 
“Twenty thousand !”’ | a 
“Yep. Won't sign for a cent less.” 4 





“He’s worth a lot to us, Mike, but 
not twenty thousand.” 

“That's what I figured, so I finally 
gave him the razz.” 

“Well, I'd counted a lot on Lefty 
McYittz, but we'll have to get some 
other pitcher, I guess. Now, let’s see 
what we've got to start with: a movie 
star, a grand opera singer, two golf- 


>> , a ee —— 
a. 


——~Yg 





4 
ers, a tennis champ, three society lj 
women and an aviator. Well, Mike, | iti 
that’s a pretty good line-up at that. | | 
Just about the best bunch of endors- aie 

s ers ol’ Yeasty Cigarettes ever started “Look here, I’ve been waiting twenty minutes and nothing’s hap- 
; a season with, I guess.” pened.” | 
—Cuetr JoHNson “Well, I’ve been waiting twenty years and nothing’s happened!” 
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Things We’ll Never See 
A™ere of Broadway without some 


reference to Ziegfeld in it. 

! A taxi driver who'll admit it’s his 
i) fault when there’s a collision. 

An airplane I'd like to go up in. 

Lindbergh or Will Rogers with 
their hair slicked. 
3 A heavyweight contest from a two- 
} dollar seat. 
A motor tourist without more bag- 





{ gage than his car was meant for. 

A safety zone that’s really safe. 

A movie usher who doesn’t look 
like a cadet. 

A cadet who doesn’t look like a 
movie usher. 





A woman who looks good in knick- 


ers. 
A subway train with all doors work- 
ing. 





The north and south poles. 
The newsboy who said he'd change 
that ten for us. R. C. O'Brien Spares for pedestrians. 
Spring on the Farm 
( Formerly) 


“( Norra be gettin’ ready for the 
I 


summer, Marthy. ‘Tomorrow 





start plowin’ the rear twenty acres. | 
was thinkin’ of paintin’ the barns and 
lettin’ the veterinary look at the horses 
while gettin’ the stables to rights. 1 
see the fence down by the brook is 





eee *! 


sort of givin’ way and I’m a-goin’ to 
put in a few days patchin’ it. Better 
look through the catalogues and get in 
our supply of seeds. Guess I'll have 
the silo cleaned out while I'm about 
it, too. Well, it sure looks like we 
was in for a good crop this year, 
Marthy. Give me that farm paper 
so’s I can read the latest quotations 
on garden truck.’ 
(Now) 

“We ain't got much time to get 
things to rights, Marthy. Take your 
pencil and write down some memo 





randums of what we gotta do. We'll 
order about sixty cases of assorted 
cream soda, lemon pop and sarsapa 


gasoline people to put in two more of 
peo} } 


rilly. Better make a note to ask the r 


ee 


them red pumps. How’s our stock of 
inner tubes? Arrange with the butcher 
to send us two hundred frankfurters 
every day and tell the ice-cream com 








pany to commence makin’ deliveries 
again next Sunday. Looks to me like 
a fine season ahead of us, Marthy. 1 
counted five hundred twenty cars 
passin’ the stand this morning. Well, 
switch on the radio, and let’s get the 
Highway Commission’s report on new 
“You're a nice boy, Galahad, but my doctor told me to lay off road construction.” 

canned goods.” —Artuur L. Lippmann 
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“Got you at last.” panted Officer 
Kelly as he caught up with his quarry. 
“An’ now. stick ‘em up and keep 
ell up!” 

“Aw right! Aw right! Ya don’t 
have to poke that wg: 
though. Ill be good.” 
- “See that you do! What's your 








it in my ribs, 


name?” 
“They call me One-Gun Grimsby.” 
“Where are you from and what's 
your racket?” 
I’m from New York and I do sc« 
ond-story work.” 
Never been out this way before?” 
Nope a 
“How much jack you got on you?” 
“About three hundred bucks.” 
| “Tf I let you go, will vou lend me a 
= hundred?” 
“Sure thing. officer. What's the 
natter, va broke ?”’ 
“T haven't been) paid in three 





months. Don’t forget, Grimsby, you're 
in Chicago now.” 


Artucr L. Lirpmann 


We certainly are going to contrib 
ute more than ever to the Red Cross 
this vear. They'll have a lot of relief 
work to do among the critics who have 


‘a read all of the war novels. 











Wi wish to correct an crroneous 


impression, 





The postman, on his day off, does 
not go for a walk. He stavs home 
and plays anagrams and mixes up 
some more letters. 











“Say, Bill, didya know yer wife just eloped with th’ milkman?” 


A Few Reasons Why Sometimes I ty 


Think I Might Get Married 


“You must come over. I’m. sure 
Vou sé ldom get it real home cooked 
meal, and you don’t mind being a 


fourth at bridge .. .! 





“What I mean to say is, don’t vou ii 


ever feel sort of platonic toward a | 





girl or something .. .! 
‘“*A bachelor apartment! Tsk, 
tok. tae. 2s 
“Hello, Cathedral 5750? Is my i 
husband there? He said he had to 11a 
talk over some business with you...” ; 





“T know just how you men are, but 


really, my niece is the sweetest ia 
girl i - 

“Tt must be simply terrible—living 
alone. Nobody to understand you...” 


a 





“Now, if you had a wife to support, 





I would raise your wages. 


— 


| 

. . , ‘ - - . | 

: “Tt’s all right, Officer. We have no park in our neighborhood. —Davio S. Leiman | 
: 

} 
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Flug, Your Magic Spell 
is Everywhere 


By S. J. Perelman 


ast week’s call to action, 
4 ‘Safeguard America’s 
Flug!” touched a_ responsive 
chord in the hearts of so 
many true flug-lovers that it 
has kept two secretaries busy 
sleeping day and night an 
swering the letters which 
have poured in. From all 
walks of life comes the hearty 
endorsement, “I am with you 
on this flug question. Go as 
far as you like. Go farther. 
Only keep on going.” Two 
letters even enclose railroad 
Worth 


and promise an escort beyond 


fare as far as Fort 


the Rio Grande if necessary. 
From Bozeman, Montana, 
comes the news that the 
Seedsmen and Gaffers’ First 
National Bank has instituted 


a Christmas Flug Fund, a “Ah! The first robin!!” 


savings plan to insure the in- 
vestor sufficient flug to see 
him through the holidays. Similarly, 
a rival organization, the Seedsmen 
and Gaffers’ Second National Bank, 
also offers a flug club plan whereby 
they promise to store, free of charge, 
all flug found in the trouser-cuffs of 
two-pants suits. 

And so it goes; hourly the agitation 
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grows apace against Congress’ unfair 
ban on flug. Grandsons of men who 
fought shoulder to shoulder for 
their country at Lake Champlain and 
Chickamauga now eye the rusty mus- 
ket over the hearth and ask, “Will it 
come to this?’ Only last Friday a 
significant cartoon appeared in the 


Boston ‘Transport-Commer- 
cial-Times-Leade r-Enquirer- 
Picayune-Intelligencer-T age 
blatt.”” It showed a figure, 
labeled “Mr. Common Peo 
ple,” gazing meaningly at a 
rusty musket over the hearth 
whilst three symbolic figures, 
labeled ‘Initiative,’ “‘Refer 
endum,” and ‘“MeCall,” look 
on. The picture bore the apt 
warning for its title “Will It 
Come to This?” 

The first test case under 
the new Halsey- Hitchcock 
Anti-Flug Amendment arose 
yesterday, when authorities 
were informed that an un 
identified man named Batch, 
an unfrocked monk, was at 
large in New York with sev 
eral satchels of raw flug. The 
police immediately threw a 
cordon around Times Square, 
A sec 

ond cordon was thrown later 

in the day, but Batch and his 

satchels were still on the 

lam. Detectives were called 

into a parley at headquarters 
and asked for suggestions as_ to 
Batch’s possible hideaway. One of 
them slowly took off his head and 
scratched his hat. 

“Club Richman,” he said thought- 
fully after a moment. 

“T’d like to,” admitted the sergeant 
warmly, “but (Continued on page 32) 


but without success. 








“Some headache powders, please.’ 
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DAY. 


— 
March 15th) 


UNLESS YOU FILE 
A RETURN ON OR 
BEFORE THAT DAY 
YOU ARE SUBJECT 
TO $10,000" FINE 


ONE YEAR IN 
ON~ OF Bort 
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The restaurant owner marries. 





Tue Heicut or Intertor Decoration 


Gothic waiters to match the architecture. 
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What Shall We Do With 
Russell Owen? 


Four solemn, elderly gentlemen, 
wearing the conventional eye-shades 
of big journalism, sat round a ma 
hogany table in the conference room 
of the New York Times. On the wall 
hung this motto: “All the news is fit 
to print.” The journalists chewed on 
their pencils, scribbled copy, scowled, 
and said nothing. 

At last the managing editor broke 
the tense silence: 

“Gentlemen, we are gathered here 
this morning to discuss the disposi- 
tion of our valued reporter, Russell 
Owen, who has been at Little America 
with Dick Byrd for the last few years. 
Soon he will be back in our midst, 
thawed out and expecting the enthusi- 
astic welcome which he so justly de- 
serves. After the fireworks have died 
down and he has been given a year’s 
free subscription to the National Geo- 
graphic, Russell will want a fresh 
scoop. .. . What can we offer, gentle- 
men?” 

“It would have saved trouble,” said 
the city editor, “if Byrd had brought 
back both his planes and left Russell 
on the barrier reef.” 

The managing editor said: “What! 
Alone there and with nothing to re- 
port!” 

“Ah!” exclaimed the sporting edi- 
tor, “but the New York Times could 
keep in touch with him by radio 
through the Antarctic winter.” 

The telegraphic editor said: “Let’s 
face facts, men. Byrd left his two 
planes and brought back Owen. Now, 
what are we going to do with him 
after he packs his fur mittens in moth 
balls and puts his woolen underwear 
in the cedar chest? That is the ques- 
tion.” 

“We can’t send him out to cover 
fires because he'll get chilblains,” said 
the managing editor. 

The city editor handed a boy some 
copy to rush through and said: “It 
strikes me that, with Russell’s experi- 
ence, we ought to lock him up in a 
Frigidaire for the winter to report on 
the chemical reaction that takes place 
in frozen custards. ... The Times 
would keep in touch with him by radio 
through New Zealand, and the Elea- 
nor Bolling would keep steam up in 
the Ross Sea during the expedition.” 

“We could say: ‘Copyright, 1930, 
by the New York Times and the St. 
Louis Post-Dispatch. By wireless 
to the New York Times. All rights 
reserved in England, Holland and on 
the Continent. By special correspon- 
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VisIToR 
been drinking too much? 
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If there are no snakes in Ireland, how can you tell you've 


‘ ’ . ° ’” 
“We lave off whin we commence to see Orangemen. 


dent to the New York Times.’ Then, 
if we ran out of cash, we could have 
Owen discover a method of keeping 
celery crisp and fresh, and call it the 
Rockefeller Range,” said the sporting 
editor enthusiastically. 

The telegraphic editor handed a 
boy some copy to rush through and 
said: ‘We might find Russsell a berth 
in the composing room, only we'd 
have to get him some electric fans and 
a cake of ice to sit on while he set up 
his story.” 

“T’ll bet he could do a swell job if 
we created the proper atmosphere. 
Why not shut off the light for six 
months and feed him on moss and 
pemmican ?” 
editor. 


suggested the managing 


The city editor said: “How about 
a survey of Gunther's cold storage 
plant, or two years in Gorton’s frozen- 
When he was ready to 
come out, we'd wire the Norwegian 
government to send a trawler and the 
Navy could send him admiral’s bars 
for a Christmas present.” 

“On Thanksgiving Day,” added the 
sporting editor, ‘““‘he could make a dash 
over to the Knickerbocker ice-house. 
There he would drop the American 
flag and go on a vacation in Hudson 


Bay. 


fish house? 


The managing editor handed a boy 
some copy to rush through and said: 
“I’ve always been curious to know 








whether there was a continent under 
the Iceland Skating Rink on Fifty- 
Street. Don’t you fellows 
think we could send Russell over there 
with some fishing line and a lead 
sinker before the Antarctic night sets 
in and the skaters become too rough 
for exploration? Maybe he could dis- 
cover the Charles Bob Mountains or 


second 


a stenographer who wasn’t chewing 
gum. 

“This is the mating season of the 
polar bear,” said the sporting editor, 
handing a boy some copy to rush 
through, “and I don’t know but what 
we should send Russell Owen back to 
Little America to study the habits of 
young bears.” 

The four editors looked at each 
other knowingly and nodded. “Just 
a cub reporter,” they all agreed. 

—Jack CLUETT 


Frequently it isn’t the ice that 
makes people slip; it’s the stuff they 
put the ice in. 


There’s an added danger of getting 
hurt nowadays if your car throws you 
into a ditch on the side of a road. 
You're liable to get cut by some of the 
bottles there. 


Psittacosis is bad enough to pro- 
nounce, but to get it and then not be 
able to tell people about it must be 
terrible. 











Downward 
——M Nee 








First Cert—Phwat are yez runnin’ away for? 
“There’s a fight started around th’ corner!” 
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Night club proprietors furnish city 





Busy Execurive—TI simply can’t see my wife! 
Secretary—lVell, I never could either. 
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with special patrol wagon for their quests when places are raided. 


Why I Seldom Read College 


Magazines 


“Well, anyway, Cleopatra certainly 
made her Mare!” ... “With apolo 
gies to Dorothy Parker.” ... “And all 
the lights were out in the Phi Gamma 
Alpha Delta Kappa house when sud 
denly a co-ed was heard to seream.’ 

“Greetings, Montmorency. Who 
was that lady I seen you with last 
night?’ ... “We eall her Violet Ray. 
because she certainly miewer vet 
freshman running up the street col 
lided with Prexy and the following 
conversation ensued.” ... “ “Who is 
taking Liberties in my office,’ shouted 
the doctor as he looked for last week’s 
CODY. . «+ “With apologies to George 
Jean Nathan.” ... “One of these 
Hahvud boys sauntered in.” ... “Stu 
dious Henry’s only literary accom 
plishment while at college was making 
the board of the Vassar magazine.’ 

.. ‘How do you tell those two 
roommates apart? They look so much 
alike.” ‘Oh, they wear each other's 
clothes. The one with Bill’s clothes 
on is Frank, and the one with Frank’s 
clothes on is Bill!” ... “It seems 
there was a Scotchman.” . . . “Things 
to Do With Old Gin Bottles.” 

—ArtTHUR SILVERBLATT 
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The Latest Racket 
A Lot of people pretend to be regu- 


lar Joe Hergesheimers when it 
comes to judging period furniture. 

During the last few months, though, 
we've fooled no less than a couple of 
hundred amateur and professional ex- 
perts. 

And it’s an easy racket, too. We 
simply bought a T-square, a saw and 
a few cans of gaudy paint. Now we 
can take the finest antique chair or 
desk ever made, saw a few angles in 
it, daub it with giddy colors and palm 
it off on experts as genuine modern 
furniture. 


An up-to-date cigar store is where 
you pay 34 cents for a 50-cent tube 
of shaving cream, 67 cents for a $1.25 
box of imported writing paper, and 
$1.50 for a dollar watch. 


A lullaby is a tune sung or played 
to keep the baby and the folks in the 
next apartment from going to sleep. 


Here is an abbreviation that is be 
ginning to mean something: Chicago, 


Ill. 


Also, if you walk a mile for every 
Camel you won't have to worry about 
that future shadow. 


We've heard of foolproof airplanes, 
but no airplane will be absolutely fool 
proof until it’s so constructed that 
nobody can get into the blamed thing. 


—R. C. O’Brien 





Sue—Oh, darling, how you thrill me! 
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“Say—run down and have ’em put some mustard on this sandwich!” 


Cogitations of a Codger 
Advice to Famous Men 


[°ve FamBpanks—Lay off Shake- 
speare ! 

Gene Tunney—Ditto! 

Jimmy Walker—See New York 
first ! 

John D. Rockefeller—Make it two- 
bits ! 

Al Smith—Keeyp smiling! 

Bishop Cannon—Buy ’em outright! 

Tom Heflin—Forget it! 

Senator Moses — Stop calling 
names ! 

Judge Lindsey—Naughty, naughty! 

Flo Ziegfeld—Look ’em over before 
you play ‘em! 

Connie Mack—Be your age! 

Cal Coolidge—Sublet! 

Herbert Hoover—Beware the Ides 
of March! —J. A. Royce 


























































































Discouraging 
alcoholism in 
Kansas. 





A run on the banks of the Ohio. 


NOBLE 
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The machinery of the Sunday 





Slues law operates in Maine. 





In Lancaster the law’s the law f 
and no butts about it. 


ee 


And in Michigan where song 


— writers get state protection, 


ae 


EXPERIMENTS 
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Law Enforcement 


y the prohibition hearings in 
Washington, Channing Pollock 
told of an edict in Florence in 


the fifteenth century 
women to wear je welry or othe r orna 


which forbade 


ments. To enforce this law the gov 
ernment used twelve thousand mei 
cenaries. Even that many was not 
enough and the effort was abandoned 

We haven't heard whether the mili 
tia has ever been called out to enforce 
iny of the following laws discovered 
by JupGe readers: 


€ It is illegal to smoke in the streets 
of Lancaster, Pennsylvania. 


© In Kentucky it is a crime to sleep 
on the floor of the State House. 


€ In Maine it is illegal to whistle on 


Sunday. 


€ In Michigan all 
yvraduating from the eighth grade are 


childre n before 


required to write from memory the 
first verse of the Star-Spangled 
Banner. 


© A Kansas law prohibits any public 
exhibition of snake cating. 


€ In Ohio it is forbidden to ride a 
jackass more than six miles an hour. 


© The Tennessee statute 


punishment for mayhem makes an ex 


providing 


ception of “any person who may, in 
personal combat, bite off the finger or 
thumb of his adversary.” 


The names of the readers who sent 
in these laws appear on page 31. 

Here’s one that didn't quite get on 
the books: Some years ago a member 
of the Indiana Legislature heard that 
to find the circumference of a circle 
you had to multiply the diameter by 
3.1416. That looked pretty difficult to 
him, so he introduced a bill providing 
that “in the State of Indiana the cir- 
cumference of all circles shall be de- 


termined by multiplying the diameter 
ot same by | he The bill actually 
passed the House but was killed in 
the Senate. 


We are paying $5.00 for this. 
The “College Man’s Burden” 


N arguing, as we did recently, that 
I all college dates should be Dutch 
asked what the girls do 
with all the money they save by not 


treat, we 


paving their share. We had a huneh. 
Now come statistics on student ex- 
penditures, gathered by the Wisconsin 
Daily Cardinal, which show that the 
average girl at Wisconsin spends tor 
clothing $154.60 more than the aver 
age man. And, of course, the figures 
also show that the average man spends 
more than twice as much as the aver- 
age girl on what is classified as 
“amusement.” 

As further bearing on this discus 
sion of what it calls “the colleg 
man’s burden, namely, paying doubk 
for what little fun he gets out of life.’ 
Pitt Panther SUVS: 
lege student (male) looks like a cross 
between an ape and a bull moose... . 
He feels that when the charming and 
graceful creature who snuggles up be 


“The average col 


side him smiles and allows him to 
place his bony arm about her, all the 
cold cash he has spent and all the 
sleep he has missed is but a mere at 
tempt at repayment, Dutch treats for 
the Dutch—but we want to feel as if 
we had some excuse for existing.” 
These indications of a sense of in 
feriority in the male are very disturb 
ing. So far we haven't heard a word 
on the feminine side of the subject. 


Truth in Advertising 


Ts! morning after the opening in 
New York of Richard Barthel- 
mess’ new picture, the advertisements 
said in gigantic type, “They CAME 

they SAW!’’—and declared it the 
“GREATEST DRAMA EVER 
SHOWN!” The same morning the 
Times critic said, “Plods its wearv 
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way through banal episodes” ; the 
World critic said, “Only mildly di 
verting, collapsing at the close into a 


sentimental mess,’ and the J/lerald 
Tribune: “Just a tair magazine story 
translated into sereen terms.” Who. 


then, were “‘the \ * who declared it the 
greatest drama of all time? The inci 
dent makes a good case for the in 
dependence of the critics. But what 
has become of the vaunted “truth in 
advertising >” 


Costly Courtesy 


Wo N need no longer expe ct men 
take off 


to their hats in eleva 
tors. Estimates have shown that in 
the elevaters of office buildings in Chi 
cago aloue hat-dotling wastes $25,000 
Why? 


four men who are holding their hats 


a vear. 


Because for every 


in their hands instead of on _ their 
heads, one less passenger can be 
Therefore 


more trips have to be made, with more 


crowded into the elevator. 


wear and tear and use of power! 

Well, we 
anyway, in the idea that men should 
their hats in elevators. But 
this economic determinism is going too 
far. Pack ’em in! 
money. Space money. 
Courtesy is bunk. Man or woman. 
gentleman or boor, they're all the 
same to that heavy-handed _ bailiff, 
the Spirit of the City. 


never saw much sense, 


remove 


Hurry! Tiny 


costs costs 


* * * 


R ECENTLY this page told how Dr. 

Horace Day was fired from 
Howard College because he did not 
endorse the Biblical stories of Jonah 
and Noah. We are now chided by 
Mr. C. M. Brown of California thus: 
“It seems rather unfortunate that you 
did not say that Stanford University 
immediately offered Dr. Horace Day 
a professorship which was accepted. 
You should have given credit to Stan 
ford.” We should have, indeed, but 


we didn’t know about it, and we now 


gladly complete the record. 
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SWEETHEART 
down here some day and put this place in order? 


JUNKMAN’S Oh, Algernon, won’t 














HEY, STOP POACHING ON MY 


reserved. 
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Come, dip with me into tha! fascinating little tome “The Love Life of the Rabbit,” all rights of reproduction 
“And have you any religious convictions?” toothed the Social Worker. 
Denny, “I did three months once for swiping an altar-cloth.” 
Lady Ishpeming wrinkled up her nose in disdain and threw it away. 





Helping Lips 


When I’m Trying to Grow a Mustache 


ase nih salt 


(With a bow to Stanley Jones) 


“Hah! I see that coming events 
cast their shadows before them!” 


“The idea is to leave it on a month, 
then shave it off, then grow it back on 
again; that stiffens it and it 
going.” 


gets 


“You better just say good night to 
night.” 


“Well, that the Yanks have 
started training, and that Montgom- 
ery Ward is coming back a little, and 
the Congressional Inquiry is_ still 
going on. Qh, is that what it is?” 


I see 


“You'll get a big kick when you can 
hear the wind whistling through it, 
but I'd rather 
terrier.” 

“Well, you know what they 
makes one of those things grow, don't 
you? 


have a_ wire-haired 


say 


“IT guess you shave yourself, sir. 


you let me come Any tonic?” 


—Daviv S. LeumMan 


fay 
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PRESERVERS! SCOWLED THE SKIPPER 


“Only one,” retoothed Chicago 
Sweeping the poltroon with a devastating glance, 
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Ignored Invitations 


“In honor of Junior’s third birth- 
day, we are going to show our fea- 
ture family film entitled: ‘Junior's 
Journey to Manhood’ next Friday 
night at eight o'clock. Knowing your 
love for children and home movies, 
we want you to be present at this 
cinema treat in our living-room. John 
has divided all our film into three 
separate reels, each of which por- 
trays some period of our Junior's life. 
Reel number one is called: ‘Junior As 
An Infant,’ and contains some cute 
shots of baby in his bath, baby empty- 
ing his bottle, baby playing with 
puppy and baby getting undressed. 
Reel number two is titled ‘Junior's 
First Two Years, and shows baby’s 
first step, a close-up of baby’s first 
tooth, baby playing soldier and loads 
of other adorable scenes. We've re- 
served seats for you right down in 
the first row. Don’t forget—you've 
got a movie date next Friday night 
at eight!” 

—Artuvur L. Lippmann 





“Safe—HELL!” 
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Preparedness 


“Here is your last will and testa 
ment, senor,” said José, the most effi 
cient of secretaries, 

“Gracias,” said his employer. 

“And here, sefor, are your life in 
surance policies, deed to your cem: 
tery plot and a farewell message to 
your family.” 

“Si. What else?” 

“Your obituary, prepared as you 
reque sted, has bee n supplied to the 
he Wspay rs.” 

“Ve ry good.” 

“And here is the first copy of your 
official autobiography.” 

“José, you are a jewel. Notify 
Zorro, the undertaker. to hold himself 
in readiness. Next help me slip into 
my bullet-proof vest. Good. Now 
you may inform the Board of Elec 
tions that I enter my name as a eandi 
date for the Preside nev of Mexico.” 


We've been wondering if radio an 
nouncers aren't more susceptible than 
other people to psittacosis, 


One sure sign of Spring is when 
young men turn to preliminary foot 
ball training for next season. 


It was not stated, on his recent fish 
ing trip, whether President Hoover 


had a tishing guide or a commission. 


' \ / a A 
GV DINALDIP NY WY, 
MLA KEE tila he 


Oh, Jasper, you wonderful boy! You’ve come within seven 
seconds of the world’s record for the hundred! 
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VERYTHING shown on the stage 
hereabouts since they uncov- 
ered John Wexley’s “The Last 


Mile” seems tame. For sheer straight- 
forward, smashing and enormously 
effective drama, that play makes al 
most everything else in town look 
rather effeminate. Having seen it 
and experienced its emotional earth- 
quake, it is as hard to get any reac 
tion out of most of the other exhibits 
as it would be to get worked up over 
a sting from a bean-shooter in a front- 
line trench. Although it is a poor 
way to go about criticism, the newer 
dramas will have a doubly tough time 
with most of us boys since the hurri- 
cane at the Harris tore us inside out. 
And so it is that something like Nor- 
man MacOwan’s “The Infinite Shoe- 
black” at the Elliott, even were it 
five times better than it is—and it’s 
five times less good than it should be 
—doesn’t succeed in registering so 
much as a flick of interest. 

After a drama like “The Last 
Mile,” MacOwan’s play is dead be- 
fore its curtain is up half a foot. And 
after the curtain has been up hali an 
hour it is not only dead but buried. 
The tale is the theatrically ancient 
one of conflict between the spirit and 
the flesh. The usual manner of pre- 
senting it on the stage is, of course, 
to dress up the leading man as a cler- 
gyman and the leading woman in long 
ear-rings and a gown that hugs her 
hips. MacOwan has left off the 
curate’s costume, but the hip-hugging 
one is again present. By way of fool- 
ing the critics and making them be- 
lieve that the play is a bit more 
literary than usual, the author has in- 
corporated into it a number of quota- 
tions from “Sartor Resartus,” but all 
that the quotations do is duly to fool 
many of the aforesaid critics and 
make the rest of the audience wonder 
why the action is so slow and the play 
doesn’t get a move on. 

At no time in its course does the 
exhibit grab up its materials and 
throw them dramatically into its audi- 
ence’s face. It talks itself completely 
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NG we GAOWS 


By 
GEORGE JEAN NATHAN 


out oi action and out of emotion. 
Leslie Banks does all he can as the 
impersonator of Spirit and Helen 
Menken at least shakes her hips suffi- 
ciently as Flesh, but their combined 
efforts, together with the playwright’s, 
result in nothing. 
% 7 * 
WW eit1x6 of Ed Wynn, my friend 
Prof. Atkinson of the Times 
works himself up as follows: ‘He has 
never seemed so indisputably great as 
he does this time in the full ripeness 
of his art—not merely an expert musi- 
cal stage comic, although it is essen- 
tial that he should always be that, but 
an artist who lifts his tomfoolery into 
the realms of fantasy.” 

I'll bet that gave Ed a laugh. Nine 
actors out of ten, of course, would 
consider it a pretty insufficient tribute 
to their art and might even regard it, 
since it avoided the use of the word 
greatest, as a roast, but a humorous 
fellow like Wynn surely must bust a 
suspender button over it. No one ad- 
mires this Wynn's comic talents more 
than I do, but just where such things 
as “indisputably great in the full ripe- 
ness of his art” and “an artist who 
lifts his tomfoolery into the realms of 
fantasy” figure in connection with 
riding a gilt bicycle, coming out in a 
series of funny hats and showing the 
audience a patent cigarette lighter 
with a box of matches attached to it, 
I am evidently much too dumb to ap- 
preciate. 

Wynn is certainly a good clown and 
he can certainly make me laugh along 
with all the others in an audience, but 
if the realms of fantasy have anything 
to do with him, or he with them, 
Maeterlinck and Hofmannsthal have 
wasted their time away from the 
Mack Sennett lot. This business of 
reading high art into low comedians 
doesn’t seem to let up. In the last 
seven or eight years, at least a dozen 
zanies have been pounced upon by our 
critical gents and been made to keep 
embarrassed company with Salvini, 
Botticelli and Brahms. Charlie Chap- 
lin, Harpo Marx, Harold Lloyd, 
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Frank Tinney, Beatrice Lillie, the 
late Bert Williams and any number 
of other such’ entertainers have 
been greased, anointed, hymned and 
drummed up to a point where nothing 
was left over to be said for authentic 
genius. Wynn is now getting his dose 
of the marmalade. I only hope that 
it will not spoil him as it has certain 
other comiques. It would be a shame 
to lose such a gay clown and get in his 
stead simply a puffed-up and self- 
conscious actor. 

The jocose Ed is to be seen this 
season in an extravaganza called 
“Simple Simon,” on view at the Zieg- 
feld. It is a beautiful show, staged 
as only Ziegfeld can do such things. 
Its costuming, lighting and _back- 
grounds are the most attractive you'll 
find in town and, for all the weakness 
of the music and periodic humorless- 
ness of the book, it provides an eve- 
ning worth every cent they charge you 
at the box-office. In addition to 
Wynn, there are two fine ballet num- 
bers with the highly proficient Mlle. 
Hoctor as their central toe-spinner, 
a stageful of good-looking young 
women, and a theatre itself so bright 
and clean that it is a pleasure simply 
to sit in it. 

* * * 

n “Apron Strings,” by Dorrance 

Davis, “Those We Love,” by 
George Abbott and S. K. Lauren, and 
“The Plutocrat,” a dramatization of 
the Tarkington novel of the same 
name by Arthur Goodrich, I am un- 
able to find anything that calls upon 
my critical energies. 

* * 

G™w's “The Apple Cart,” put on 

at the Martin Beck by the Guild, 
is a disappointment, but a disappoint- 
ment by Shaw comes sufficiently under 
the head of news to warrant more 
space than is left me. I therefore 
bid you be patient until next week's 
page provides a fuller field for my 
critical exercises. If you cannot con- 
tain yourself so long, hurry around to 
the theatre and beat me to my own 
opinion of the proceedings. 
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: Exclusive combat picture from the Prohibition front, showing Border Real-estate improvement boom 
Patrols’ 75s in action aqainst the 112th N.Y. bootleaqers. hits Arizona. 
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eSmart Supper Club 
opened by N.Y: Gangsters, City 
Magistrates, Racketeens, Bondsmen,etc. 
meeting long-felt need 
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j Left to right: “Wall-E yed” Eddie, Magistrate Pasquale Spumone, “Nigger Al” Epstein, Judge J. J. (Doggi: 
Leary, “Scar-face” Scabootch, * Killer” Mike Russo. 











ooo Years Ago Today 
From eudges Old Files ) 



























Miss Emma Smog, of the Republican Athens, Greece—While harmony is keynote of disarmament parley now 
Women Politicians’ Club, says athlet- in session, it is felt “Time is not yet ripe for radical reduction of armed 
ics for girls destroy feminine charms. strength—conflicting national aims—look to future generations, etc., etc.” 
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“Where'd you get the 
eye?” 
“Oh, I took a banjo back to one 
of those places that advertise 
“Money Cheerfully Refunded’!” 
FRANKLIN Beaven, Wabash ’29, 
, and A. Sitversiatrtr, Harvard 730. 


Campus Pests 
Heroically he poses, 
And flaunts his football letter, 
While coeds powder noses 
And want to know him better. 


His whole physique is clotted 
‘ With bulging arms and thighs, 


—_ 
raed 


His conversation dotted 
Incessantly with “I's.” 


or) 


He tells a dazzling story 
Of hectic deeds, and brave; 
His path of gridiron glory 
Entices him to rave. 


His fans admit no better man, 
Yet even they confess 
The wish that their big letter man 
Would find a new address. 
—Trp Go.LpsMITH, 
Columbia ’30 


<a SOY 


JUDG 


Add Collegiate Credo 

Ninety-nine out of every hundred 
students believe: 

That it is practically impossible to 
contribution into the Cheer 
Leaders’ section of JupGre because of 
the large amount of space taken up 
by Arthur Silverblatt’s 
Crede”’ series. 


get a 


“Collegiate 


ALEXANDER MILcuH, 
Amherst ’29 


“Yo-ho! Yo-ko!” shouted the old 
Southern planter to his negro slaves 
whe had let up a moment from hoeing 
in his cotton field. 

Tom R. 


Georgia Tech. 732 


SANDERS, 


It has always been my ambition to 
lead a college band—at least, as far 
as the Grand Canyon. 

—Paut Lvy, 
Oregon °30 
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Rowt eno Lion 
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want to write like 
Say ‘Blah’!” 
—-Art Moacer, 


Boston U. ’30 


“So you 
Mencken? 


“T hear that Jack was injured while 
playing on the nine.” 
“No, while the nine were playing 
on him.” Tom R. Sanpers, 
Georgia Tech. ’32 


C » 














“Take that bad Czech out of here!” thundered the banker. 
—Row.tanp Lyon, 


George Washington U,. ’29 
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ANCIENT SOURCES OF MODERN INVENTIONS 
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oe ERY Monday afternoon the air 

4 around Judge grows black. Thun 
der rumbles, Underwoods tremble and 
comic artists die: Pare Lorentz has 
come to work. The movie critic. a 
handsome, gloomy lad from the South, 
stalks in, his young face ravaged with 

thousand movies, his melancholy 
ves half-blinded from the 
screen, his ears twin cauliflowers from 


silver 
the howls and thumping grunts of 
that new electrical marvel, the Vita 
hone. Pushing the typewriter aside 
is if it were a movie usher, he attacks 
i Sheet of pure white paper and spills 
i week-end of hate 
tired pe neil. 


all over it with a 


The pity of it. So young and so 
hitter. 


ind a faithless hag, but the movies are 


Literature may be a grueling 
just a dumb blonde. Well can we un 
derstand Pare’s acidity: his greed for 
Art during the Cecil B. De Millennium. 
Only a giant capacity for suffering 
could have stood so much Paramount 
for so many moons. And now he has 
put the overflow of his torn spirit into 


i volume called “Censored — The 
Private Life of the Movies,” a work 
which he has co-authored’ with 


Lawyer Morris Ernst, or the young 
Darrow. 
Which tough 


Here we are crazy about everything 


puts us in a spot. 
these boys have to say in “Censored,” 
but we’re not sure they have made a 
workmanlike job of saying it. 

The book is an axe-grinding on the 
touchy subject of screen censorship. 
Which is a braw subject for our teeth- 
ng Nathan and his loyal 
tackle, especially if their hearts, if 
they be not pure, are at least whole- 


pard to 


some. Now, Pare Lorentz has a good 
mind and Lawyer Ernst has the mak- 
ings of a social philosopher. But we 
think that a book which purports to 
strike a deathblow to 


should round up its subject thoroughly 


ct nsorship 


ind, presenting it as a debate, should 
worry the subject to a frazzle and 
knock it cold at the end. This doesn’t. 
lt fights all over the place, wasting 
its punches and 
without scoring completely, finally. 


socking raggedly 

Here are our main objections: The 
strong and exceedingly sound opinions 
of our young friends do not appear to 
their best advantage because they are 
not properly juxtaposed. It is swell 
hate without direction. Are the au 
thors against the censors, the D.A.R., 
the American people, Will Hays, the 
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radio? All these com 
pretty 
point, however, seems that the authors 


R.C.A.. or the 


in for a razzing. The big 


are anti-whatnot and sure of only one 


premise, “Everything is lousy.” And 
the book is about 
Should there be censorship? 

On the 
part of the new inquiry into changing 
It makes a fine preface to 


a simple subject 
other hand, “Censored” is 


morality. 
such a study. It is full of amusing 
anecdotage on what drops from the 
ct nsorial she ars and has neat slams at 
the private lives of the saintly cutters. 
Will Hays is shown up for all time, 
and we'll never go out of our way to 
take tea with the Great American 
Clubwoman again. We shudde: svm 
pathetically with the authors at thi 
future of America when the R.C.A 
vets full control of the talkies, though 
the story of the violation of constitu 
tional rights has a familiar ring and 
we seem to have heard it before. The 
decorative photographs of the Guardi 
ans of Public Decency tell their own 
And the judicious in 
clusion in the book of feelthy peec 
these Morality 
ummmimm ! 


moral stories. 
tures censored by 
Moguls are 

Of course, the authors are all wrong 
censors 
This is 


Censors are rapidly going 


in asserting that the vrow 
more important every day. 
plain tosh. 
to rot. 


defend the movie makers in any way 


Moreover, why the authors 
is beyond us. It seems thes are as 
black as the true villains of the piece: 
In the end. 
morals swing the way these audiences 
And the way is 

geniuses like 


the American audiences. 


would have them go. 
pointed 
Ibsen and Shaw. Real censorship is 
but the display of real taste. The 
would lie in 


by occasional 


solution following the 
geniuses, when and if they spring up. 

We realize we've been getting ex 
cited and 
even if we've been disagreeing. 


airing our own opinions 
Well. 
isn’t that enough to send you packing 
for the book to form some opinions of 
your own? Remember what Voltaire 
And the book will stimulate ar- 


gument one way or another. 


said! 
For cen- 
sorship has always been a question 
open to debate. It was argued soon 
after the first caveman decided on a 
society based on don’ts. It will be 
mulled about when the perfect four 
dimensional Art squawkie, produced 
by a super-Lubitsch under no obstruc 
tions from Zukor, is exhibited on the 


planet Mars. —Tep SHuane 


Mr. Raper 
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‘No More Parades” 


~ out your buckets on March 17th 
and weep the passing of the old- 
time St. Patrick spirit. There'll be a 
parade on Green Day to be sure, but 
it won't show the brogue strength and 
length of other years. A wet blanket 
has descended on the free-for-brawl 
gusto that went into making the oc- 
casion one of the most important, 
homely and dull displays in this peace- 
ful Dutch city. Curiously this down- 
flop took place soon after Ireland got 
its freedom. Which goes to show some- 
thing or other, I’m not sure what. 
Still there are a few of us ould 
bhoys who can remember when Snake- 
Extermination Day dawned with a 
green sun in the heavens,a green dress 
on that Tammany house organ, The 
Evening Journal, a lot of rubber- 
stamped cartoons showing Pat with a 
crushed silkhat, blackened clay and a 
leer on his mug, and a barrel of ghoul- 
ish gags going, ““Begorra, bedad and 
the back o’ me hand to ye, ye doirthy 
shpalpeen, me woife’s not enthertain- 
in’ this Yum Kipper!” Paddy rose 
early and after a light breakfast of 
Orangemen went out seeking a similar 
lunch. Orangemen were supposed to 
take round-trip tickets to distant 
points for the day, but there were al- 
ways the unwary who lingered behind 
and were treated accordingly. It was 
all very foreign to us New Yorkers, 
this quarrel with the A. P. A.s. 
After lunch the broth of the bhoys 
called off the fights around parade 
time. The parade swirled out of a 
pair of swinging doors somewhere 
around 39th Street, swung into Vth 
Avenue and continued (unsteadily) 
northward till it disappeared behind 
a pair of swinging doors at Silzer’s, 
on 116th Street. Natu- 
rally the distance be- 
tween two points is 
known by the number of 
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beers imbibed. You can well imagine 
how many it took to cover the distance 
specified. 

The order of parade included: Every 
blarney stone kisser of every age not 
at the moment in the peat bogs abroad 
dreaming what they would do to future 
Black and Tans. Millions of little 
gurruls in their prettiest confirmation 
dresses touched up with snappy greens 


and black shoes and stockings. Millions 


of little bhoys, stiff in buster brown 
collars and bustyer nose faces. Tam- 
many in_ full-battalion-strength. 
Mounted on white horses rented from 
convenient livery-stables at three 
bucks a day, and in silkhats with the 
threads brushed 
the wrong way, 
the wardheel- 
ers, aldermen, 
ete.,joggled 
badly up the 
avenue, their 
livers being 
shaken out of 
them, looking 
towards Wash- 
ington. Natural- 
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ly not a sewer investigation was 
started that day nor was the Mayor 
too proud to show himself off before 
Society which peered at the procession 
from behind drawn avenue curtains. 
A thousand Protectory School bands, 
fife and drum, bugle and brass tooted 
“Annie Rooneys” and “Who Put the 
Suspenders in Mrs. Murphy’s Chow- 
der?” and othe: wuvres d’harp till the 
ear grew weary and wished that Ger- 
shwin would hurry and write his fa- 
mous Jewish melodies of the South. 
Not to forget the Street Cleaner band 
and every Fraternal Order Band that 
could summon full hooting strength. 

And what of the police? Why, every 
svelte foot of them was there, New 
Yawk’s foinest, polished up and proud, 
unmindful of the crime wave which 
worked itself to fever pitch all over 
town while they, the moighty arm of 
the law, paraded. 

Fifth Avenue itself was lined with 
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the Irish who weren’t in the parade. 
Millions of them focussed to The 
Street and took complete control of it. 
Had a smart silkhat appeared it would 
have lasted as long as a beer before a 


deb. It was a Field Day for Bridget 
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ind her clinging imps who, all during 
the parade, wept that they had to go. 
Bridget would try to get into Duveen 
Brothers’ since it looked as though it 
might be one but with little success. 
The Duveens go in for Art, not Na 
ture. Over all the 
pipes, Irish kilts and placards scream 
England, flut 
tered streamers and ticker tape and 
torn phone book leaves. Hidden A. P. 
\.s flung the phone book whole, the 
They got theirs, later. 


The day closed with beer, fights and 


clangor, weeping 


ing’ down with bloods 


dirty sneaks. 


hi political dinners at Shanlev’s and 


the Irish chop houses. 

Now, however, the beer has thinned 
nad. the 
still moves 


sperrit is low. The parade 
sluggishly fighting its 


Whalen traffie, a 


shadow of its former boob size. The 


way through mere 
little Irish gurruls are too busy prac 
ticing sister acts for the Loew circuit 
to march. The little bhoys play hookey 
ind go to the movies. The politicians 


spill breadcrumbs at N. Y. A. C. teas 


ind are taking polo lessons in private. 
Moreover I defy you to find a livery 
stable or even a White Horse (outside 
of the outside of a bottle) within thir- 


ty miles of New York. The bands 
have been soaked up by the talkies and 
dance halls and what of the cops? 
cops! There 
ire no more Irish cops. The old stolid 
flatfoot has given way to the young 
freshman from the Police Academy. 
Whalen 
boutonniere, and is as 
courteous as a floorwalker with an 
Abnya A accent. Also, the timid poli- 
ticians who do parade ride in taxis 
driven by hard-boiled Jewish boys 


Boorhooroohoo ! The 


He wears a crush hat, a 


moustache, a 


JUDGE 


with big mama complexes. 


There are no more fights and the 


A. P. A.s (if they still exist) wander 
Fifth Avenue selling toy harps and 


shamrocks, unmolested. Not a brick 
flies at the l nion (¢ lub and the Duve en 
Brothers breathe freely all day amidst 


Mike 


their 
joke Ss are 


masterpieces. Pat and 
admitted 
bores and the chain 
stores stay open in 
order that the Irish 
counterboys can 
give bad tips on 
Butler's 
night 


Jimmy 
horses. The 
is made quict with 
a dinner given by 
the Hibernian 
Friendly Society at 


the Astor at twenty-five 
plunks per platter. It is a 
matter of neat swaller-tails, 
speeche s (not spache s) and 
perhaps Finnegan with the 
canary in his throat, sinks 
hoighty-toighty love sonks. They say 
the younger intelligentsia and bolshe 
vik group amongst the Irish are re 
sponsible for this rush of 
bility. 


sciousness. 


respecta 
They're selling America con 


Dull as it was, it will be a sad day 
when the St. Patrick Day parade final 
In fact it 
will be a sad day when there ain’t no 


ly dies away to a memory. 
more parades. For the parade is rap- 
idly dying out on Vth Avenue. Even 
if the old-time snooty business spirit 
disappears the old-time parades need 
not if they only follow my idea. Why 
not combine the best features of all 


parades into a composite affair as Jeff 


has done and make it yearly? 
Anyway the harp is going silent as 


9° 
-~- 





BANDS 


one by one the strings snap. They're 
demolishing Tara’s Halls and érectine 


in place a 200-story skyscraper with 


a statue of King George atop. 
Hihattractions 


Ed Wynn in “Simple Simon,” an 
swering Ruth Etting’s wish to be ac 






















TouaMEN WHALEN 


DBT FRA 
LA CME GET 
companied by a piano by riding on 
stage on a bicyvele to which one is at 


tached. He 


around. 2 ee 


proceeds to follow her 
Nunnally Johnson's sto 

Saturday Eve 
verry, verry nice 


ries in the Thursday 
vice eae 


headwaiter, Emile Schneider by name. 


ning Post. 


and the verry, verry nice food at the 
Chatham Hotel. . . . Clam-juice cock 
tails at the Stock Exchange Luncheon 
Club and also at the Parisien Rest-o 
rant; while at Billy Haas’s on West 
b5th Street: the scallops @ /a Knapp. 
.. + Also: chopped clam pan roast at 
the Grand Central Erster Bar. 

Alex Gard’s caricatures of the great 
at Saru.s on West 44th, which might 
be a good place to eat if *tweren’t for 
the public relations counsels. . .. Sta 
tion KuKu on your Wednesday eve 
ning raddiyo. 
disappearing cigar butt in the talking 
newsreels. ... Bill Hanemann, the 
near-Beerbohm of the Bookman, and 


Coolidge and his 


his story of Master Percy. 
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HE newspaper influence in Hol- 


lywood is running the hoofer ro 
manticists a close second. Due 
to the enormous output of so-called 
back-stage movies, it is now impos- 
sible for a layman to regard a vaude- 
ville performer as just an unusually 
stupid member of our commonwealth. 
He has become a Galahad, with the 
Palace Theatre as his Holy Grail. He 
is, of course, a weakling, but a roman- 
tic one, and week after week we find 
him sinking into alcoholic sloughs of 
despair, but every week he always 
rallies and comes through to follow 
the little woman to glory, virtue and 
the Palace. 
Recently the deported newspaper 
men have committed the sacrilege of 


changing the vocation of the movie 
Galahad and making him a common 


run-of-the-mill reporter instead of a 
tap dancer. They have not changed 
the urge nor the their 
Instead of the Palace, his goal 
is the front page, but he must be a 
drunkard and he little 


woman, 


character of 
man. 
must have a 

The latest fable of newspaper life 
is called “‘Roadhouse Nights.” In 
this talking romance we have two al- 
coholic knight errants sent out by 
their lord (the city editor of a Chi- 
cago paper) to get a story about a 
Teutonic prince (a Northern rum 
runner). This evil fellow is holding 
a princess (roadhouse singer) and 
using her cruelly. One of the knights 
is killed. The other 
maiden and, with the help of his pal- 
(Coast Guard), he kills 
the Teuton prince and captures his 
nen, 

I think that the movies should be 
given over to fairy tales, and in inter- 
preting Ben Hecht’s story in fabulous 
terms I have meant no deprecation. 
“Roadhouse Nights” is not an inter- 
esting romance because of an unfortu- 
nate choice of actors and because of 
mediocre direction. Charles Ruggles, 
an excellent comedian, has to assume 
the dignity of the Galahad of this 
movie, and while he is very entertain- 


rescues. the 


ace guards 


JUDGE 


JUVGIVNG TEMOVIES 


(3 


By 
PARE LORENTZ 


ing and adept, he at no time gives you 
power, of effort, 


Helen Morgan 


the impression of 
during his conquest. 
1 


has a pleasing voice, but she was 
either very tired or suffering from 


her stage and cabaret habit of stand- 
ing and sagging as a means of dra- 
matic interpretation. The villain was 
played by a gentleman named Fred 
Kohler and, while he let his hair fall 
over his eyes and growled ominously 
when the director prodded him, he 
seemed old-fashioned and silly com- 
pared with the quiet-voiced type of 
villain we 
in the machine-gun era of 
His molar-grinding and fist-clenching 
fooled nobody, not even the audience. 

“Roadhouse Nights” lacks the feel- 
ing of violence that marked ‘‘Under- 
world.” It has not the strength of 
“The Racket.” We can lay most of 
the weaknesses of the latest 
paper epic at the door of the director, 
a Mr. Henley. 

I almost forgot to that 
Jimmy Durante, a Manhattan institu- 
tion, had a small part which he made 
more vital than anything 
movie. 


have been accustomed to 


drama. 


news 


mention 


else in the 


is almost a 
Mr. 
Arliss has ninety per cent. of the lines 


“FOE Green Goppess” 


one-man movie. George 








Recommended 


“The Green Goddess”—The old-fash- 


ioned melodrama again moved to its 
satisfactory conclusion by the deft 
work of George Arliss. 


“Paris Bound” 
manuscript that 
brilliancy several 


Harding and a 
flavor tor its 
ago. 


Ann 
found 
seasons 


“Roadhouse Nights’—Two excellent 
comedians and some amount of drama 
in a bootlegging story that misses fire. 


“Street of Chance”—William Powell 
gives his best performance, and the 
director knows his gambling arenas. 


“Seven Days’ Leave”—Beryl Mercer 
makes this the most entertaining movie 
of the year. 


“White Cargo”—A good reproduction 
of the drama about the white man’s 
burden. 











? 


and spends his time walking about in 
Hindu reciting 
polished lines with a scrupulous if 
unattractive manner. (The close-ups, 
I might explain, give you the impres- 
sion that Mr. Arliss is nothing but a 
large bundle of teeth.) The 
might have been bad or just unfortu- 
nately denied sensible lines. Wher- 
ever the fault, they went about say 
ing, “Great Scott, you can’t do that!” 
and “Thank God, you came in time, 
sir,” and it all would have been very 
silly had not Mr. Arliss suavely 
tossed in an intelligent line now and 
then that fooled 
that something important was going 
on. Alice Joyce spoiled the effect of 
her lines by a middle-Western nasal 
overtone (it might have been a head- 
cold), and the five-dollar-a-day Hin 
dus looked so much like a tap-dancing 


attractive costumes, 


cast 


you into believing 


chorus that the big temple seene ap- 
peared to be a Clark and McCullough 
act. 

The plot, with its gentle satire of 
British colonial policy, does not as- 
sume much importance, and the only 
and fairly substantial reason for see 
ing “‘The that 
George Arliss is a polished and en- 


Green Goddess” is 
joyable actor of the old school (what 
ever that is). 


~ poorens 3” has some good riding 

and some fair comedy in it. It 
also has an obnoxious young man 
named Eddie Haskins, who plays the 
ukelele, and a stupid-looking girl who 


is supposed to like it. 


“Se Say No” 
N 


a crook who gives all his money 


CouLpn’? concerns 
to a cabaret singer whom he puts on 
Broadway, although he really is in 
love with a society girl. The title was 
used for a wise-cracking play of sev- 
eral seasons ago that bears no resem- 
blance to the talking and 
movie of the same name, which makes 
it, too, a rare novelty, not to say a 


great entertainment. 


singing 
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They Knew What They Wanted 


ge kr thousand mechanics laid down 
their wrenches and walked out of 
one of the Ford Motor Company 
plants recently. 

That statement will come as a sur 
prise to many people who think that 
Henry Ford never has any labor 
troubles, but a lot of things happen 
among our Very Best People that you, 
Mr. General Public, never hear about. 
Do you know how many eggs Mr. 
Hoover eats for breakfast? I thought 
not. Do you know how many collar 
buttons elude Pinkerton detectives 
each week? I thought not. Of course, 
Ripley is bringing a lot of peculiar 
things to the average man’s attention, 
but one man can’t support the burden 
of the masses. One man does darn 
well to support a wife and two or three 
chorus girls these days. 

But to return to those four thousand 
mechanics who walked out of the Ford 
plant the other day. I'm going to tell 
you why they walked out! It was five 
o'clock ! 


—Forrest Gunsut 


Most steamships will carry your 
car for you. So will the trains, if you 
meet them at crossings. 


The Long and Short of It 


“ Es, ny man, here’s a quarter. 
Now you can go and get some 
thing to eat.” 

“Thank you, mister, thank you, I 
haven't always begged like this, but | 
was driven to it. To look at me you 
wouldn’t think that I used to have a 
good job, and plenty of money, No, 
but then came the 

“Aha, the same old story, you're one 
of the stock crash victims still wan- 
dering around.”’ 

“Oh, no, sir. I never bought a stock 
in my life. I was no gambler.” 

“Well, what on carth happened 
then?” 

“Long dresses, sir, that did it.” 

“What? You mean to stand there 
and tell me that long dresses lost you 
your job?” 

“Yes, sir, when the girls started 
wearing long dresses again, they fired 
half of us tabloid photographers. 
Thank you for the quarter again, sir. 

—Scorr Brown 


“This crime wave is just a lot of 
talk!’ declared the old maid as she 
vainly looked under her bed. 


What this country needs is a five- 
cent cigar gag that’s new. 


And a comedian really worth going 
to see would be a traffic cop a tenth as 
funny as he thinks he is. 


The Jim Tully-John Gilbert fight 
must have been important too, because 
it wasn’t broadcast either. 


Then there’s the addle-headed sea 
captain who docked the crew and fired 
the boat. 
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When time's too short for a 


long cigar . . . ifs time for 


' BETWEEN 
THEACTS. 


LITTLE CIGARS 


Two-minute “breathing spells’ 
every hour or soin the day... when 
you'd like a cigar but haven’t time 





for a 20-minute “‘session” with an 


over-size perfecto. Light a‘‘B.T.A.” 


ict tat. « 


a tenth ofa 15¢ cigar. All the flavor, 
all the fragrance. But with 10 “stop 


mel’ 


Puna wie 


* + 


over privileges” to multiply your 





© P. Lorillard Co. 


If dealer can’t supply you, send 15¢ for sample tin to 


P. Lorillard Company, 119 West 40th Street, New York. 





smoking pleasures and save the | 


waste of half-smoked cigars. | 








Nathan Recommends 


“The Last Mile” (Harris)—Far and away 
the most impres e new drama of the seasor 
Superbly staged and admirably acted 





“Strictly Dishonorable” (Ayvon)—Light 


edy of speakeasy ippenings as Sacha G 

night report t 

“Street Scene” (Ambassador)—D 1 
and it of a New York | \ 












“Children of Darkness” (Biltmore)—T 
, } } 
icking irar movement, the riting 


t most we have been getti 


z ‘ iti 


(Beck 


tehall (Court 


“The Apple Cart” 
ga old oy of WI 


atever one may think 


“June Moon” (Broadhurst)—Song-writers 
their idiosyncrasi made t 1 gala a 

Mei Lan-Fang (49th Street)—China’'s | 
mime provides a curiously interesting e\ 


“Meteor” (Guild)—Alfred Lunt in a diverting 
portrait of a young man who ti ! 
lot of himself. 

“Sweet Adeline’ (Hammerstein) 
ill-around musical show of the seasor 


























ii 

“Sons o’ Guns” (Imperial)—Another song ane iy 
dance exhibit made into good entertainm : 
by Jack Donahue | | 
“The First Mrs. Fraser” (Play! se)—Sen- ii 
sible and agreeable comedy by St. John Ervi | 
} 


“Strike Up the Band” (Times Square) 
cause of Bobby Clark, the funniest ot 
musical shows 


Frenchmen” (Lyric) 
some Cole Porter ] 


“Pifty Million 
mical 


comical gags and 


“The Sea Gull” (Waldorf)—Bulgakovw’s Che 
hov revival, ably done 

“Simple Simon” (Ziegfeld)—One of Ziegfeld’s 
most beautiful witl the excel] 


clown, Ed Wyn 


shows, 


Nathan Recommends with 
Reservations 








“It’s a Wise Child” (Belasco)—Roug! 
that is occasionally amusing. The writing 


crude, however 


Does Spring “touchin’ 





“Journey’s End” (Miller)—I think very 
tle f it, but many disagree with r l 


may 


ee - aoe ai 9? ° 
“Bird in Hand f (T orrest) MW hi e the present u ever 1ve ou a . 
1 ee hens a = hun hen still - at rien t + ‘ae P & y # 
scross the footie funny feeling in the if 
“Rebound” (Plymouth)—A_ measure ‘ i | 
distogue jis froll and here fea ye tandt | Dit Of your stomach? ; 
tin the comedy becomes forced 1 t] | Zz 


Accidents can happen anywhere 
but do you realize that one out 


h 4 . * * oI 
Notes on Other Exhibits of every four fatal injuries happens | 
“The Infinite Shoeblack” (Elliott)—Dull « right at home. Accident Insurance | 
lict vetween the piri nm the les} ° 
— ee ee ee costs so little and means so much. 
“Apron Strings” (Bijou)—Trivial stuff Pe ; | 
7 aaa | Etna writes practically every form of | ia 
“Those We Love” (Golden)—Pretty bad | Insurance and Fidelity and Surety i 
“e's @ Grand Lite” (Cort)—Mrs. Fiske gives Bonds. Aitna protection reaches from di 
a good account of herself in a rickety vehicle coast to coast through 20,000 agents. 1 ig 
pees a ; ; The A2tna agent in your community is | 14 
Dishoncred Lady (Empire)—La_ Cornell is : ay leer” i 
in passionate dro a man worth knowing. Look him up! q 
“Many a Slip” (Little)—Cheap obstetrical ia 
farce redeemed by Sylvia Sidney's performance : 


“Ritzy” (Longacre) 
kins may be seer 


Zero, but 


her undies 


Miriam Hop- 








“Berkeley Square” (Lyceum)—Over-touted i 
comedy-drama treating of a young man wl \j 
is hocus-pocused into his own ancestor 

¥ 

“Topaze” (Music Box)—Frank Morgan in a \j 
men yy , French. It i po The Aitna Life Group consists of the Atna 
entert: ing . ~ 

Life Insurance Company « The A®tna Casu- | 

“Ripples” (New Amsterdam)—For devotees alty and Surety Company « The Automobile 

of Fred Stone, Mrs. Fred Stone, the Misses Insurance Company * The Standard Fire . 
y a at < . oO e 5 | ~ 

Dorothy and Paula Stone, the Epworth Insurance Company of Hartford, Conn. 

League and the Y. M. C, A. | 


drama- 
the 


“The Plutocrat” (Vanderbilt)—Poor 
tization of the Tarkington novel, with 
Coburns in the leading roles. 


ALTNA-IZE 
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Milton C. Work 


has a cure for bored two- 
somes ...a NEW kind of 


Honeymoon Bridge! 


WO-HANDED or Con 
tract now just as interesting and 
convenient as a four-handed game. 
The master Bridge mind has created 
new rules and special racks that hold 
the 


Auction 


Dummy 
hands perfectly. 
Get them now! 


ONLY 


x3 $1.25 


At your dealer's or 
we will mail com- 


plete set of rules 


and racks postpaid, 
if dealer can't sup- 


ply yo 


Helpful Pamphlets for Bridge 
Players 


If you want to learn Contract, send for 
Mr. Work’s authoritative explanation 
of “The Main Jetween 
Contract and Auction.”’ It is FREE. 
If you want to play better Auction, 
send for 
Bridge” 


Differences 


“Easy Lessons in Auction 
. . » 128 pages on expert bid- 
ding and play. 10¢ postpaid. 


THE U. S. PLAYING CARD CO. 
Dept. J-10, Cincinnati, U. 
or Windsor, Canada 


Sponsors of Bridge by Radio and Manufacturers of 


BICYCLE 


and CONGRESS 


PLAYING CARDS 





r may appear inexplicable that a 
deal 


Bridge in a championship tournament, 


ean be played at Contract 
with one player bidding for a Slam, 
while the rest of the 
players stopped at a contract 
defeated. 


and making it, 
game 
and instance 


in every were 


Last month. at the Eastern Bridge 
Championships played in New York, 
Comm. Winfield Liggett had that re- 
markable experience. 


In the club 
senting the Eastern Contract title, the 
Knickerbocker Whist Club vs. the 
Boston Chess Club played this deal, 
will live 


teams of four, repre- 


which long in the memories 


of all the players. 


At all tables but one, the deal was 
played at three The 
Clubs were opened and North won the 
The 
play wag to take the Diamond finesse. 
If the Queen was with East, four No 
Trumps could not be missed. 


No Trumps. 


first or second round. logical 


With eight Diamonds in sight, the 
percentage favored the finesse. If the 
five outstanding Diamonds were di- 
vided three and two, the chances were 
three to two that the Queen was one 
of the three cards. If in the West 
hand. the Queen could not be caught 


we 


in any event, but if with East, the 


' 
gatc would be won, 
This 


were wrong and the 


time. of course, percentages 


enemy gathered 
in their five tricks, setting the vulner 
able contract for a 100 points. 


Plaved by the K. W. C. team, South 
was the dealer and opened with a 
Demand Bid of Two Diamonds. Lig 
gett sat North and responded with 
three No Trumps. A bid of two No 
Trumps would have shown a trickless 
hand. South 


jumped to. six 


now optimistically 
No Trumps and_ the 
auction closed. Coggswell and Kim 
ball of the Boston Chess Club did not 
double and had no chance to save the 
The King of Clubs was led 
Liggett took the trick at 
It is apparent that normal play of 


hand. 
and once. 
the hand would be useless, as even if 
North can 
not get back in his hand to make the 
Jack of Hearts and finesse the Spades 
There 


making the contract and that necessi- 


the Diamond finesse wins 


twice. was but one way of 
tated finding every card placed pro 
The Queen of Diamonds 
must fall and the King of Spades must 
be with East. Liggett therefore 
finessed the Jack of Spades and led 
the Ace and King of Diamonds. When 


the Queen dropped on the second lead. 


pitiously : 


the three high Hearts were cashed in 
and the ten of Diamonds was a ecard 
for the Jack of Hearts 
upon which South’s six of Clubs was 
discarded. Now only the second Spade 


of reentry 


finesse was required to take in the en 
tire thirteen tricks! 


No, the Knickerbocker Whist Club 
team is not generally considered timid 
bidders, but they might have scored a 
Grand Slam on this deal, if they had 
bid for it. 


Incidentally, the trophy was won 
by the Knickerbockers. 
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Radio Selections 


(All Time Given te Eastern Standard Time) 


Thursday, March 13 

8:00—Fleischmann Hour. WEAF, WEEI, WTAG, WJAR, 
WCSH, WFI, WRC,WGY,WGR,WCAE,WFJC,W HO 
wow, WDAF, WWJ, WTMJ, WBT, WJAX, WiOD 
WJDX, WHAS, WMC, WSB, WSMB, WKY, WSAI, 
KPRC, KOA, WEBC, WRVA, KSL, WOAI, WSM, 
KGO, KOMO, KHQ, WBAP, KTHS, WAPI, KECA 
WIBO, KSD, CKGW, WTAM, KGW, KSTP, WPTF 
Rudy Vallee singing songs new and old. 

9:30—_ Maxwell House Melodies. WJZ,.WBZ.WBZA,WKAI 
WHAM, KDKA, WJR, WLW, KSTP, WKY, WTMJ 
WEBC, WHAS, WBAP, WSM, WMC, WBT, KPRC 
KOA, WJAX, WRVA, WSB, KYW, KWK, WREN 
WIOD. WSMB, WOAT, KGO, KECA, KGW, KslI 
KOMO, KHQ. Including a rollicking quartet 

10:00-—Atwater Kent Program. WJZ, WBZ, WBZA, WHAT 
WHAM, KDKA, WJR, KWK, WREN, WGN, WCKY 


Dance to the latest in syncopated rhythms 


Friday, March 14 

8:30—Eversharp Penmen. WW ABC, WEAN, WNAC, WCAU, 
WCAO, WMAL, WJAS, WLBW, WFBL, WMAK, 
WADC, WHK, WKRC, WGHP, WOWO, WFBM 
WMAQ, KMOX, KOIL, KMBC, WCCO, WSPD 
Here's a chance to learn something abo 
und to hear a swell dance orchestra 

9:00 Cli Eskimes. WEAF, WEEI, WTIC, WJAR 
WTAG, WCSH, WLIT, WRC, WGY, WOW, WCAE, 
WSAI, WIBO, KSD, WWJ, WGR. Including a banjo 
solo by Professor Harry Reser 

10:30—Mystery House. WEAF, WTAG, WWJ, Woc 
WGR, WCAE, WDAF, WOW, WRC, CKGW. All the 


name implies. Melodrama with musical interludes. 


t graphology 


Saturday, March 15 

9:00—Nit Wit How, WABC, WEAN, WNAC, WCAU, 
WCAO, WMAL, WJAS, WLBW, WFBL, WLBZ, 
WKBW, WADC, WHK, WKRC, WGHP, WKBN, 
WOWO, WFBM, WMAQ, KMOX, KOIL, KMBC, 
WIBW, KFH, WBCM, WSPD, WMT, WWNC, 
WDBJ, WBRC, WFIW, WDOD, WREC, WLAC 
KLRA, KLZ, KDYL, KHJ, KFRC, KFPY. Rough 





que. 

itch Masters Minstrels. WJZ, WZ, WHZA, 
WBAL, WHAM, KDKA, WJR, WLW, SYW, KWK, 
WREN. With an interlocuter 'n'everything. 

11:00-—Guy Lombarde. WABC, WEAN, WLBZ, WCAU, 
WCAO, WMAL, WJAS, WLBW, WFBL, WKBA, 
WHK, WKRC, WGHP, WCAH, KOIL, KMBC, 
WISN, WIBW, WBCM, WSPD, WMT, WWNC, 
WDBJ, WBRC, WFIW, WDOD, WREC, KLRA, 
KLZ, KDYL, KFPY You'll want to sit ¢ lances 


o listen to the musi 


t 


Sunday, March 16 

7:30—Major Bowes’ Family. WEAF, WJAR, WRC, WGY, 
WCAE, WWJ, WSAI, WJDX, KSD, WOW, WFJC, 
WIOD, WHAS, WMC, WSB, WKY, WTAM, KTHs, 
WAOI, WSMB, KSTP, WHO. Musical potpourri. 

10:00-—Royal’s Poet of the Organ. WABC, WEAN, WNAC, 
WCAU, WCAO, WMAL, WJAS, WLBW, WFBI 
WKBW, WADC, WHK, WKRC, WGHP, WOWO 
WFBM, WBBM, KMOX. KOIL, KMBC, WSPD, 
KLZ, KDYL, KHJ, KFRC, KXA, KOIN, KFPY 


Jesse Crawford playing reverie-producing music 


Monday, March 17 


8:30—Ipana Troubadours. WJZ, WZ. WBZA, WHAM 
KWK, WHAS, WJR, WLW, WREN, KDKA, KYW 
WIOD, WRVA, WJAX, WMC, WSB, WKY, KTHS, 
KPRC, KFAB, WBT, WEBC, WSM, WSMB, WOAI, 
WTMJ, WHAS. Peppy, fast moving musical program. 
Chesebrough Real Folks. WJZ, WBZ, WBZA, 
WHAM, KDKA, KWK, KYW, WREN, WLW, WJR, 
CKGW. Human, interesting sketch of amall town life 
10:30—E Builders. WJZ, WBZ, WBZA, WHAM, 
KDKA, WJR, KYW, KWK, WREN, WTMJ, KSTP, 
WLW, WEBC, WKY, WFAA, KPRC, WOAI, KOA, 


KSL, KGO, KOMO, KFI, KHQ, KGW. A dramatic 
sketch with musical background 
Tuesday, March 18 

7:00—Carborundum Hour, WABC, WCAL, WKBW, 


WGHP, WMAQ Military Band and old American 


legends. 

8:30—Libby Program. WJZ, WBZ, WBZA, WBAL, WHAM, 
KDKA, WJR, WLW, KWK, KYW, WREN, WHAS 
WSM, WMC, WSB, WSMB, KOA, KSL, KGO, KGW 
KOMO, KHQ, KECA. Musical globe-trotting 

10:00-—Westinghouse Salute. WJZ, WBZ, WBZA, WBAI 
KDKA, WJR, KYW, KWK, WEBC, WBT, WJAX 
WHAS, WSM, WMC, WAPI, WSMB, KGW, KPR¢ 
KOA, KSL, KGO, KHQ, KOMO, WHAM, WREN, 
WRVA, WKY, WOAI, WSB, WIOD, KECA. A huge 


cast presents an original musical program almost operatic 


in scope. 


Wednesday, March 19 
8:30—Forty Fathom Trawiers.§ WABC, WEAN, WNAC 
WCAU, WCAO, WMAL, WHP, WJAS, WLBW 
WFBL, WHC, 
WGHP, WFBM, WMAQ, KMOX, WGL, WSPD 


Sea stories and chanties. 


9:30—La Palina Smoker. WABC, WEAN, WNAC, WCAU, 
WCAO, WMAL, WJAS, WLBW, WFBL, WMAK, 
WADC, WHK, WKRC, WGHP, WOWO, WMAQ, 
KMOX, KOIL, KMBC, WISN, WCCO, WSPD. Infor- 
mal entertainment and an orchestra directed by Freddie 


WEAF, WTIC, WJAR, WJDX, 
KSTP, WGN, WRC, WCAE, WWJ, KSD, WOC, WOW, 
WTAG, WSMB, WKY, KTHS, KSL, KOA, KGO, 
KGW, KOMO, WTMJ, WRVA, WSM, KHQ. Thrilling, 


Rich. 


10:30—Floyd Gibbons. 


interesting stories told by the famous ‘‘Headline Hunter.” 


Merlin the ? 


Secon 





WKBW, WADC, WHK, WKRC, 
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be nonchalant. . . 


LIGHT A 


PRONOUNCED 


ee ee oe a a i 
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MOMENT 
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kind 
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JOYEUX 


When you are dealt three 


DISCRIMINATING 


conceal your joy 


pronounced tres bien) 
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Do you know a cynic 
scornful? 
Give him Judge! 
Would you heal his manner 
mournful? 
Give him Judge! 
kicker 


chronic 


who i 


if 2) 


For the 


With a temper that’s cy- 
clonic 
It’s a never-failing tonic— 
Give him Judge! 





JUDGE PUBLISHING CO., Inc., 


IS East 48th Street, 


New York, N. Y. 


Dear Judge: 


1 


Qh, magic concocter 


of laughter 


ind jest, you be the doctor—come on, 


do vour best! 


104 Regular weekly visits (2 years) 


52 Regular weekly visits 


(1 year) 


$7.80 
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IMPORTED FLAVOURS FROM 








NGLAND, FRANCE, SWEDEN 
: 





These European flavoursare identical with those 
flavours served abroad because they are made in 
the same distilleries. Just the ingredients you need 
for smooth cocktails, punches, mixed drinks. 


HOLLOWAY’S LONDON 
DRY Especially Distilled for the Ameri- 
can Market. Direct from London. 


GRENADINE NUYENS’ 


Made in France Since 1802. A _ Delicious 
Flavouring Syrup for Manifold Uses. 


CALORIC PUNCH.  sBecordi 
Flavour. From Stockholm. A Luscious Flavour 
Similar to Bacardi...A Good Mixer. ..If your 
grocer cannot supply you, write us. “Modern 
and Old-fashioned Cocktail Recipes,’ a 
new recipe booklet sent free on request. 


Address Department J. 


B. B. DORF & COMPANY, Inc. 
350 West 3ist Street, New York City 





33 days 


6 countries 1929. Small parties, ist class hotels, 


Paty Ye) -) ee YL 


Foremost Student Tours 
Nearly 4000 satisfied members in 


plenty of motor travel. Send for 
booklet of 250 tours. 
PASSION PLAY COLLEGE TRAVEL CLUB 
ALL 154 BorisTon St. Boston, Mass. 
EXPENSES 






























BOW LEGS 
44GB. 
New patented garter makes trousers hang straight 


whether legs bend in or out. WRITE FOR FREE 
BOOKLET. Mailed in plain, sealed envelope 


Tae T Ganren Ce. dept. 43. south Bend, tnd. 




















Sold Out 


Readers are requested to notify 
Judge whenever they are unable to 
obtain a copy of a current issue at 
any newsstand. 


Judge every week is sold out on 
some stands soon after its arrival. 
Judge wishes, of course, to see that 
a sufficient number of copies are 
available to serve all regular readers. 
Please use this form. 


J. T. Cooney, 
Judge Publishing Co., Inc., 
18 East 48th St., New York City. 


I was unable to buy a copy of Judge for 
Date of issue 
at Stand (Address) 
City oveneeceénes 


State 




















Judge’s Crossword Puzzle No. 147 
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Submitted by Catherine MacMillan, Chicago, Ill. 


Sl aNowVwe one 


Horizontal 


This may follow the swallow. 

One reason these got into the ring was because they were 
80 smooth 

This means a lot of trouble 

4 general who lived long before Gen. Motors was heard of. 

The time, the place and the girl (plur 

Another case of we 

The kind of tender that is not legal in the U.S. A. 

A character in Norse mythology 

This means to really live 

Major Operation often follows up this kind of trouble. 

This was drunk on New Year's Day. 

The kind of a hat that is not felt in hot weather 

To give off 

Where social climbers may land. 

What the stars can do now 

What some member of a bridge foursome always does 

Here is where the rub comes 

The time the wise old ow! keeps still. 

A dinner affair 

A hesitating expression. 

A conjunctior 

This makes a lot of noise and that is all it is good for. 

You will find all sorts of types here 

The outgrowth of the little stone church in the vale. 

A turning point 

This will never be lost 

The way the wets feel now. 

The first hazard 

This was very dear in war-time 

The kind of men that are turned out of big industrial 
plants 

This is always starting stories. 

These often try some monkey business. 

A corn producer 

A back number in automobiles. 

You have an alternative here 

The kind of a bone they had to pick. 

The end of the Kingdom (Beersheba was at the other 
end) 

How the Constitution started. 

What a relief! 

Little things in a printer's life. 

One of the first things to come out in the spring 

To long for (not for anyone if the present styles keep 
up). 

The hot season in Mexico. 


Vertical 


What some people call modern art. 

Measures adopted by cert in football teams (abbr.). 
One way to get in solid (before the lid is on). 
There is always a crook in this joint. 

This sounds like two and tastes like more. 
This has uniform habits. 

This is what they cal! a beautiful man. 
Pertaining to the ear. 

A popular writer. 

This is always found in hash 

You will have to study hard to get this one. 
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Judge pays $10 for each puzzle printed. 


This might let you into a gold mine. 

She signed on the dotted line and then came this. 

The poor pedestrian might get the right of way in this. 

4 little matter 

This could be a drop of glycerin. 

Just a little sunshine 

The rear of the flat. 

Here is a tip on that triangle affair. 

He that has does this 

This started out as a vamp without any sole, but after 
being reformed it now has a perfectly good mate 

Here is where they used to run around in the gay nighties 

This is always very upright 

This describes Abraham Lincoln in more ways than one. 

A well known American beauty 

What has been done to the hemline. 

A sportsman made a big hit in this. 

This can be done in a minute 

There is a lot of humor in this 

Something sweet about a modest violet. 

This was dropped from the navy. 

\ household necessity. 

4 rivér in France 

Having a head of solid ivory 

You will have to do this if you want to go straight. 

To draw (that doesn't mean to draw a check or a breath). 

Coarse hominy 

“It ain't going to reign no more.” 

A lot of grief. 

This might stand for canned applesauce. (But some men 
never will 

A hot potato abbr.). 


Solution of Last Week’s Puzzle 
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“‘These are red 
in Russia’’ 


Bolsheviks ? Anarchists ? 

Russians ? Perfectly good 
words to fit the above definition 
if you’re solving ordinary 
cross-word puzzles, but in 
Jupée’s humorous cross-word 
puzzles such words would never 


| 
ao 


“Roses” that’s the word 


The Greatest 
Cross-Word Puzzle Book 
Ever Published! 


J UDGE’'S Cross-Word 
zle Book contains 
than 6,000 humorously 

definitions which would mak« 
Noah Webster turn over in his 
grave. Iidited by the statf of 
Jupce, the originators of hu 
morous cross-word puzzles, it 
contains 50 of the best 
word puzzles that have 
appeared in Juni 


And your — self-control 
forsakes you and you just can't 
stand the suspense any longer 

you can turn to the back of the 
book, break the seal and conm- 


Puz 
more 
cle ver 


CTOSS- 


ever 


W hen 


pare your answers with the cor- 


rect ones 


The foreword was written by the 
well-known cartoontst, the late Clare 
Briggs, and the attractive cover was 
designed by Ruth Eastman Rodgers 
Chere are humorous titles at 
captiot on every page 


d clever 


Order Your Copy Now! 
Send in the attached coupon at once 
and your copy will go forward im 
mediately. You'll never have 
much fun or get so many | 
anywhere for $1.50 


Judge Publishing Co., Inc 
18 East 48th Street 
New York, N. Y 


Dear Sirs 

Please send me opies of GES 
Cross-Word Puz hook : a ! 
f I en n 
Name 
Address 
City State 
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From the Pomeroy Democrat 

Of late he has taken a deep interest 
in religion and this, together with his 
love of the great 
deared him in the hearts of the 
munity. It 


outdoors, has en 
com 
was no unusual sight to 
see him standing on the church steps, 
drinking in the sun, hatless and coat- 
less, in all kinds of weather. 

That’s the beauty of it 
care what the weather is. 


—NeEW 


vou don’t 


YORKER 


Booth Tarkington’s “The Pluto 
crat’” was prepared for the stage the 
other night and one of the pot-shots 
at New York went big with the listen 
ers. It “New York, bah! Of 
all unrepresentative places! It’s halt 
Furopean and half mining town!” 

A gent applauded boisterously and 
remarked: “By that 
certainly describes it good!" 

In the asked 
where he came from. “From the same 
place that raised Odd Melntyre,”” he 
proudly answered, “Gallipolis. Ohio!” 

“Oh, sure,” flipped the fresh New 
Yorker. “That’s the town where the 
woodpeckers once ate up the depot!’ 

—Daity Mirror 


was: 


audibly golly ° 


fover someone him 


Detroit News 


woman of that 


Elmer Adams of the 
reports the case of a 
city who advertised that she had lost 
her Russian sable and the next day a 
man telephoned and said, “I’ve found 


your dog.” EveENING Post 
First Steno—Does vour boss ever 
take you out to lunch? 
Second Steno—Naw, the way that 


old gink treats me, you'd think I was 


his wife. The PaTuriINDER 


A Denver schoolboy, in answer to 
that 
“the principal parts of a sentence art 


an examination question, wrote 


the subject and the predicament,” and 

what he probably had in mind was a 

a millionaire’s love letter. 
EveNING Post 


Those Laws 


contributors to 


sentence in 


The 


has paid $5 each for sending in the 


whom Jupa! 


laws mentioned on the editorial page 
of this issue are: 
Lancaster smoking— 
York. 
Kentucky State 
ron, Cincinnati. 
Maine whistling 
Biddeford, Me. 
Michigan schools 
Detroit. 
Kansas snake-eating—William 
McCallum, Boston. 
Ohio jackass—S. J. 
bridge, Mass. 
Tennessee mayhem—H. P. 
Morristown, Tenn. 
Indiana circles 
Detroit. 


House—T. A. 
Lewis N, 
Gerald K. O’Brien 

Shaw 

Wener, Cam 

George 
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J. M. Roop, New 
Her- 


Wilson, 


Roberts, 


Bradshaw ’ 





Siatler 
service 


m 


you in 


. * e 
six Cities 
So you get “Statler Service” here, 
from employees trained in an inter- 
ested helpfulness to guests. 
You get the comforts of radio in 
your room, a morning paper under 
your door, running ice water, a bed- 


head 


reading lamp, and other 


‘extra’? conveniences for which 
you aren’t charged extra. 

You get the benefit of rates which 
are fixed and unchanging, regard 
less ot conditions 


and every 


room’s rate is posted, in plain 
figures, in that room. 

And you get a guarantee of your 
satisfaction, from the time you 
come in the door. 

In any of six cities you can hav: 


“Statler Servic: 


HOTELS 
STATLER 


BOSTON DETROIT 
BUFFALO ST.LOUIS 


CLEVELAND NEW YORK 
[Hote/ Pennsylvania | 
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Flug, Your Magic Spell 
Is Everywhere 

(Continued from page 6) 
I hear he’s in Hollywood. Maybe we 
could look through the churches for 
this Batch. ‘There's always a bunch 
of monks hanging around churches.” 
As if to prove the truth of his asser- 
tion, the door opened and a patrolman 
entered, leading the missing Batch. 

“I got a tip he was hiding out in 
an abandoned church,” he explained. 
“T went there and, sure enough, I got 
Batch in the belfry.” 

“You are a brave boy, Costello!” 
commended Sergeant van Hoogstra- 
ten, throwing him a handful of cop- 
pers as a reward. The coppers com- 
plained bitterly, but to no avail; the 
jubilant Costello bore them off in- 
stanter to his good wife, who made 
them into a delicious meat-pie on the 
spot. And what glee lighted up the 
faces of all the little Costellos that 
evening, you may be sure, when they 
spied the tasty pasty on the groaning 
board! It was a scene to melt the 
heart of even as crusty a fellow as 
myself and, although I cannot be sure, 
I suspect I saw cynical old Menjou 
turn away with a gruff cough and wet 
eves. 

Meanwhile Batch and his satchels 
were put on the spot at the station. 
One bag was found to contain flug 
gathered from pencil sharpeners, 
whilst the other was stuffed with 
eraser leavings stolen from govern- 


mn ORC CT (ON 
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Some chapters in the life of a 
British Heavy-weight. 


ment bonded warehouses. Besides this, 
the unhappy culprit had concealed a 
small quantity of antique flug gleaned 
from beneath Washington’s bed in 
Mount Vernon. A long-distance call 
to Mount Vernon confirmed the fact. 
The Washingtons, who rarely if ever 
look under their beds, further asked 
the police to search the thief for a 
half ton of coal, some old Sunday 
newspapers, and an_ upstairs girl 
called Freda, all of them missing from 
beneath the bed. Sure enough, Freda 
was found skilfully sewed into the 
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lining of Batch’s overcoat, but the 
coal was gone. The tearful girl con- 
fessed that they had eaten it during 
a heavy blow off the Balearic Isles. 

“All our grub was gone,” she whis- 
pered with staring eyes. ‘““The men 
were growling ominously. Scurvy had 
made its appearance, and then came 
days of calm, the dreadful, windless 
calm of the doldrums, during which 
we drifted ‘as idle as a painted ship 
upon a painted ocean.’ Sometimes I 
thought I must go mad at the hope- 
lessness of it all. There was no way 
out. I stopped the cab at Sixty-eighth 
Street and went into a speakeasy. 
The rest you know.” Sobbing, she 
took her head in her hands and ca- 
ressed it. 

“I—I think we had better leave 
them alone together, men,’ came the 
sergeant’s voice in hushed accents. 
Silently they withdrew from the room, 
these men of a wonderful tolerance 
and pity, whose eyes had looked upon 
the petty tragedies and heartbreaks of 
life. The clock ticked on in the dusty 
room, but Freda and Batch did not 
hear it. At last he looked up from 
kissing her slender throat. 

“Can we make a new start—all 
over again, my sweet?” The look of 
a hurt bird was gone now from her 
great brown eyes, and the unspoken 
answer of her lips raised to his 
brushed aside the past. For Sperry 
Batch knew that, come what might, 
Freda McGillivray had promised to 
become his wife. 
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“Blimey, old Bill’s become fond of animals all of a sudden, ain’t ’e?” 


“Naw, ’e’s only warmin’ ’is ’ands.” 
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—Passinc Suow 


EDWARD LANGER PRINTING CO., INC., JAMAICA, N. ¥. 
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‘THE King of amorists and 
adventurers has finally 
fallen into the hands of the 
biographer. Born an idiot, he 
“lived as a philosopher and 
died as a Christian” after a 
violent existence that stopped 
at no crime and yet gave evi- 
dence of the noblest qualities. 
Here he is to the life—swag- 
gering, sword-living, loving- 
and-leaving through 384 fas- 
cinating pages! 


CASANOVA 


HIS KNOWN AND UNKNOWN 
LIFE 


By S. Guy Endore 





“An amazing and colorful personality . a superbly vivid biography.” 


Book-of-the-Month Club News 


“Endore has presented a fascinating biography about a man whose possi- 
bilities have not been exhausted.” HARRY HANSEN, New York World 


“Without doubt, this is the most complete and authentic summary of Casa- 
nova yet written. . ” Joe ToRBETT, New York Telegram 


’ 


“Mr. Endore’s book is apparently the one indispensable volume to read... .’ 


Plain Talk 


This book may be purchased from your bookseller. If a bookstore is not conve- 
nient, mail your order ($5.00 per copy) to the publisher, adding 5 cents postage. 
Address 


THE JOHN DAY COMPANY 


386 Fourth Ave. New York City i 


Dept. J 3 
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“It’s toasted” 


©1930. The American Tobacco Co.. Manufacturers 


AVOID THAT 
FUTURE SHADOW 


by refraining from 
over-induigence 


We do not represent that 
smoking Lucky Strike Ciga- 
rettes will cause the reduction — 
of flesh. W edo declare that when 
tempted to do yourself too well, 
if you will “Reach for a Lucky” 
instead, you will thus avoid 
over-indulgence in things that 
cause excess weight and, by 
avoiding over-indulgence,main- 
tain a trim figure. 





OR CO., JAMAICA. 
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